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Rockward, an end in foam for all of you!
What if I be o'ertaken, pushed to the front
By all you crowding smoother souls behind,         2355
And reach, a minute sooner than was meant,
The boundary whereon I break to mist ?
Go to! the smoothest safest of you all,
Most perfect and compact wave in my train,
Spite of the blue tranquillity above,                     2360

Spite of the breadth before of lapsing peace
Where broods the halcyon and the fish leaps free,
Will presently begin to feel the prick
At lazy heart, the push at torpid brain,
Will rock vertiginously in turn, and reel,              2365

And, emulative, rush to death like me.
Later or sooner by a minute then,
So much for the untimeliness of death!
And, as regards the manner that offends,
The rude and rough, I count the same for gain.   2370
Be the act harsh and quick!   Undoubtedly
The soul's condensed and, twice itself, expands
To burst thro' life, by alternation due,
Into the other state whatever it prove.
You never know what life means till you die:      2375
Even throughout life, 't is death that makes life live,
Gives it whatever the significance.
For see, on your own ground and argument,
x.                                                               R